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the singing cocottes was the old, old, ugly women who played the
piano at each place. Finished women ! They looked as they
never could have been young and gay.

Adolphe Ratte, poet, came in, wearing corduroy and carrying
an outlandish dagger-cane. He has grey hair and a seamed
face. He showed me his last book of stories, which was sticking
out of his pocket. He has actually written some ten volumes !
He recited Verlaine and Baudelaire admirably. Vallee said he
knew by heart over 10,000 lines of Hugo.

Thursday, April
I couldn't concentrate my ideas yesterday. I met Miss
Thomasson at the Salon in the afternoon, and dined with the
Raphaels at night. It is about a fortnight ago that I began
to keep a notebook of observations upon women and the rela-
tions of the sexes, and this notebook is and will be apt to take
things away from this journal.
Saturday, April zgth.
Morrice came and dined with me last night. He is an old habitue
of the quarter. And though he had not been here for years, the
old waiter at the Jouanne tripe-shop, where we dined excellently,
remembered him and how he liked his tripe, Morrice plays the
flute charmingly. He performed Bach, etc. At eleven o'clock
he said he must go. But he stayed till one o'clock.
I found him a most distinguished person, full of right and
beautiful ideas about nearly everything. He said a number of
brief things that were like knocking holes into the receptacle
of his philosophy and giving glimpses of the treasure within.
Monday, May ist.
On Saturday I dined with Martin at the Restaurant Italien, and
then we went to Buffalo Bill. Most lugubrious, for besides bad
weather there was bad lighting, and little to see. We left almost
at once and went to the Bal Tabarin in " the baH of the models
of the two salons.1'
Towards midnight there was a colossal crowd. Indeed I have
never seen such a sight at a ball. A group of middle-aged married
men on the loose like boys were near to us, and also a group of
American girls in charge of a man. When the defile began it
was impossible to move on the ground floor ; the air was full of
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